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had ever left them! They had all been very
happy together! And now she heard the
strangest things about Jennifer. Judith surely
was not happy there. But the child (for although
Judith was over forty, Maria thought of her as a
child) looked happy. She had grown stouter.
What a sensible woman! Grosset had been in
pieces ever since she had left them! And it
was neither nice nor kind of Will to come here
simply to triumph over Francis, all because years
ago Christabel had slapped Jennifer's face.
Not that she had ever liked Jennifer, beautiful
though she was. And they said that Francis
was most unhappy. ... It was not as though
he were a boy any longer. . . . He must be
fifty-five or so, and had done nothing with his
life, poor man. . . . She piled up little pellets of
bread beside her plate.

Behind the wall of talk and laughter they were
moving on their secret ways. Will was stiff
with triumph* This was a grand dinner. He
would show brother Francis at Uldale. . . .
Christabel longed to have a real talk with Judith.
She wanted that somehow, in one way or another,
they should understand at Uldale that she was
not their enemy. ... In her heart she would
rejoice to have a reconciliation with Jennifer.

Walter was hot and thick and turbulent with
the pride of life. He saw himself as a conqueror.
Of what? Of whom? It did not matter. James
had in his heart contempt for all these country
bumpkins, the grand Walter included. The
old-maidish bachelor with the painted cheeks was